
THE SAMOAN ISLANDS. SIWUKS OF WIT.liOST AN2f FOUND. herself ever to think about ; and thetjwaa
Mamie, just married, nnd looking so pretty
iu her long sealskin clonk, und here was her-
self I an blue plush, with such ft hat, ith
leathers, all dear brother's gifts, ami there
she almost snid "par'sol."

The very boy, Kittykins,"laaghetl Heath;
but when we are abroad in the spring, we can
throw him off our trail.

Thopld house, nil lit up to greet the bride,
wore a holiday uir such us had not been seen
there for years. The housekeeper opened the
big door when she heard the carriage, and
stood waiting to welcome the bride in the
glare of light, from the hall. Heath helped
his young wile out, and drew her hand
through his arm, and nt that moment the
frosty air wns pierced by a sharp und peculi-
arly shrill voice:

44 I say. he's gone nnd got manied to tha
sister of t he litt le girl that's parasol he stole.

Once u week.

. fently. with some skill, put the hat on orer
the golden curls.

He did steal mrpar'sol," muttered Kitty-
kins.

Wns it a blue one?" cried - r, in
ft shrill und cheerful time.

"1'mgoue; it's the loy " gtoaned Henth.
44Take me to jail, Pyne: let me hide my
diminished head in the darkest cell."

" llahy-hlue- , like my sash, nn' white lace,"
said Kittykins, that dear treasure coming
again to her memory in all its pristine splen-
dor. "An Mamie kept it wrapped in tisser
paper, and it never was mussed a mite."

44 1 know where it is," grinned the boy.
forc ing his way through tho crowd with his
skinny elbows. 44 1 seen him with it last
summer. He walked mooning nlong, like he
does, swinging it so" a contortion thut
would indicate that Mr. Heath wus n person
of unsound mind. "As he went up I is steps
he drops it. so, and it lell inter them iron
bais over the cellar winder, across tho side-
walk."

Kittykins wailed dismally, imagining her
treasuie, dirty and desolate, lying wet and
moldy under the sidewalk.

"It's there ytt," continued the boy, gaily
"I can show it to you."

That was a climax.
"Jest round the corner," persisted the boy,

shrilly attaching himself to the policeman
for it had been the dream of his life to be on
sjieaking terms with one of those great men.

44 Now. that's what I calls a bright boy,"
beamed the fat woman admiringly.

Kittykins in blind despair run alterthe boy
and policeman, and alter her waddled the
stout lady.

44 Let's get away," said Pyne; 44thia w too
utterly ridiculous."

"I will see if it is there," answered Heath,
nettlej himself cow, and eager to get the boy
in his ckitches.

"I feel just like whipping her," muttered
poor Manre an unwilling em of the proces-
sion. "I n-- ' r saw her act so before.

At the nrra railings u crowd gathered, in
-- breathless expectancy.

"I see it," shrieked Kittykins, 44 an' it's all
faded nnd drownded."

The policeman, guided by the boy, who
seemed to knew the ins and outs of the prem-
ises, disappeared into the door under the
stoop, and niter n hoarse scuttling of the
shutters, presently reappeared with the blue
parasol, such n mildewed nnd wretched object
that no little girl of any pride would cany it
even to the baker's.

44 Take me home and shut me in the closet,
Mamie." sobbed Kitty kins, holdingher treas-
ure to her brenst in bucu woe the punishment
had no terrors.

Pyne explained to the policeman Heath's
ability and willingness to pay for thedamage,
and satisfied that worthy, who went away,
the crowd following. Up on the sloop of the
boarding-hous- e the boy sang merrily:

44 He stole her parasol
Alter all, ufter ull!"

44 1 am very sorry," said Heath, humbly.
"It is m thing at all. "answered Mamie jmt

glad at heart the gentleman had been the
culprit, and that her little sister had not
been wrong. 44 You will only make me feel
worse if you nttcmpt to pay me. I know it
was an accident." Shetook'Kittykins' hand
und hurried away.

" I hope it won't get in the papers," laugh-
ed Pyne; but Heath was singularly thought-
ful and more absent-minde- than usual. H
was thinking of a bundle the young lady had
droppel ii box of paint from Wake's Art
L'mporiuta. The next day ho went there,
found out who she was, and bought some of
her work.

"It is the same girl," he said to himself.
"I suppose her disappointment was pitilul,
but 1 gave her the best of advice."

A week later, one Sunday evening, he found
his way to her home in the top story of the
old tenement, nnd thought her more winning
than he imagined, sitting by the fire telling
Kittykins stories in tho twilight. He intro- -

her nrms, n4 then the whole story enme out
that wicked brown man und his tlieit and

Mamie's fuce darkened.
"The mean coward," she said. 44 If ever I

meet that man."
44 ihe perlieemums will pet him, Mamie, nn'

mv head is tired. I wish you'd rosk me ft lit-

tle. Mamie, I m so misruble "
Mamie held her till the golden headdlkopcd

nnd the tear-we- t eyes closed, thru she laid her
gently on the bed

44 Poor baby, it's as hard for her ns that
day when I hadn't ft cent, nnd I got my prize
drawing back not suitable.' I suppose
that committee man went out of his way to
write me that landscape wuh not my forte,
nnd to keep to figure painting; but I tore the
letter up in anger ami grief, though 1 knew
then and now lie was tight."

Fvery Sunday, on their way to the park,
Kittykins kept nsharp lookout for the blown
man, and never a horse-ca- r passed ihe tene
mentwheri she was at the window, but she
flattened her nose against t he pane looking
for him She grew pale und worried, all her
pleasures dimmed by the, sense of loss. Not
for worlds would she carrv Mamie's parasol.

"I can't be trusted, lm ft careless little
girl." she would say, bravely.

Sometimes she dreamed shehad found him.
ntAl would scream loud enough to wako her
sister, who comforted her lovingly: or she
would dream more happily th-a- t ho came mid
brought her the imrasol, saying hewassorry.
and she forgave him. as it was not hurt and
he had taken it for his little gill, who did not
have any.

Julian Heath and his friend Gus Pyne were
walking down street one November
afternoon, and ns usual Mr. Heath was com-
plaining about that boy. Mr. Heath dwelt
in an old-tim- house in an unfashionable
thoroughfare, ns he was much abroad. The
pLace, his grandfather's bef irehim, suited him
well enough, until boarding-house- s began to
press closely, and mansion owners sold out
and wet up town. In fact the housenext to
Heath's wus now ft boarding-house- , and here
u thin boy, with claw-lik- e hands, slim limbs
nnd n peculiarly shrill w histle, dwelt, und made
life drearv for the neighborhood.

"I don t blame Herod," said Heath. 44 1

wish he lived in our block, and had the same
understanding with the law. I counted sixty
youngsters on our side yesterday, without
taking those across the street, sixty yells to
each and everv minute, si xtv minutes un hour

total of yells "
44 Save me," 44 I'mlaughed Pyne. a parent

myself, and I never could solve mathematical
problems. I was wondering if my eldest boy
was there. I hope not. Hut, Heath, you
ought to be married; you would not be so
particular then."

"That boy isn't nhnmnn being," continued
Heath; 44 he is a fiend. Yesterday, when I
opened my skylight I have n studio on the
top floor it was not ten minutes before Isaw
his thin legs nnd big feet hanging down and
his goblin face leering at me. He had climbed
over the roofs. I suppose if 1 had shut the
skylight on him and flattened him out, it
would have been murder."

44 'Probably.
44 That's w here Herod had the ad vantage.

He rings my door-bel-l at all hours, stuticd
my keyhole full of mud the other night, and
when 1 was striving totind out what the mat-
ter was, yelled in that piercing voice of his,
4 you'd better o,uit drinking. He wrote a
sign, Painting done here,' nnd hung it on my
door-kno- and I don't believe there is an
hour in the day but heisyelling, 4Oh. Jimmy!,
to a companion, accompanied by a whistle
that would wake the dead. I have com-
plained to his mother, but she says lludolph
does not menn any harm. Tlw woman is ab-
solutely senseless about that young candi-
date lor the penitentiary."

For Foil gross, more like." laughed Pyne.
I'ut I grieve to say my eldest has very simi-
lar traits, and is undergoing treatment lor
the same "

I'efore he finished his speech both gentle-
men were startled by a shrill scream, and a
child, scarlet in the lace, in n very fury,
rushed at Heath and caught him by the
knees, shrieking:

"I've got him, Mamie; this is the brown
in ji ii. Get the perlieemums perlieemums!"

'rthut the deuce!" cried Heath, striving
to free himself, but the little hands clung
closer and the cries grew louder. Her hat fell
off, and Pyne picked it up. und then around

I kessino buiinessi roning.
Ooino the rounds mounting a lad-

der.
Tun female chiropodist is tho di-

vinity that Khaj.cs our ends.

The raining favorite a good um-

brella that belongs to another man.
No one is able to write so long a sen-

tence! in so few words as tho polico
judge.

"I HEAit that the doctor has given
Origcrsbv u-.- " "Ves, ho wouldn't pay
his bill."

One would think that a jailer would
be in jiairt all tho time with bo many
felons on his hands.

Wa units seem to be, as a class, quito
orderly men, yet they are continually
being culled to older.

Thkkes one peculiar thing about a
horso race. You can jiek tho winners
right along until you put up your
money.

WiiFNtho world comes to an end and
all language is forever hushed. I'll bet
it will bo a woman who will have fho
last word.

Squeeks Do you know when tho
first umbrella was made? Nickleby
Oh, yes; dining the rain of David, to
be used as a parry Saul.

Dime museum managers should in-

augurate a search for a woman who
can jdav cards an entire evening with-
out asking: "What's trumps?"

Edith (as tho one-arme- d organ
grinder came in sight) "Oh, mamma,
just look at that poor man! All the
sawdust has run out of one of his arms 1

Ain't that awful?"
"I am sorry to say," said a sheriff to

a young widow, who was handsome,
"that I have an attachment for you.
"I am happy to pay, sir, that it isn't
mutual," sho rejdied.

Mit. Hunks What? Thirty years
old You told tho minister
who married us only two years ago that
you were only eighteen. Mrs. JUinks
fw earnyj en, 1 lcifc cigmueu iucu.

Ax old man-of-wa- r sailor, who had
lost a leg in the service of his country,
becamo a retailer of fruit. Ho said ho
was obliged to bo a retailer, because
having lost a leg ho could not bo a
whole sailor.

LorisK (of New York) What! Ilavo
you been married eight time, Elsie?
Elsie (of Chicago) Yes, I've had eight
husbands. And I've been very fortu-
nate, too ; not a single one of them died
on my hands.

Miss I'iiude (whilo out walking with
her younger sister, thinks she is rudely
treated) Were you staring at mo, sir?
Strango (Jentleman Bless you, no,
madam. I was admiring your little
granddaughter.

Visitor I hope, my friend, that yon
now see tho great error you have
made. Murderer Yes, I see it clearer
every day. If I'd only 'r killed do hired
giil too thero would't have been no one
left to peach on me.

Edith I don't like electric light in
a house. Jack Why ? Edith -Do- -caue

it carl bo turned on so unexpect-
edly by pa, for instance. Jack Well,
let "us go out on tho piazza. The moon
won't jdav us any trick.

"Mamma," said Tommy, as he
watched his littlebrother squirming iu
the bath-tub- , "Willie is liko a piece of
flannel." "What make you think so?"
asked his mother. "Oh, because ho
shrinks w hen he's washed."

Teacher Johnnie, is it proper to
say, "Peaches is better than watermel-
ons?" Johnnie (who evidently has his
likes and dislikes) No, ma'am. Teacher

Well, you may correct tho sentence.
Johnnie Watermelons is better than
peaches.

Yoi'no Medical Student fto his
sw eetheart) Do you know, Julia, that
the human heart is e.pial to tho lift-
ing of 120 pounds eery twenty-fou- r

hours? Julia (demurely) Well, that's
just my weight. Then ho lifted her to
his heart.

Pinkie is the youngest in a very pious
family. Tho other day sho heard he
jmrents 8eaking of getting some blood
oranges, At suier tho oranges were
on tho table, and Pinkio perceiving
them on tho tablosaid: "Please let me
have a bloody orange."

5 i r
kept his vow.

"Hello, Mickey, is clat you? I
heard you swear onco dat vou would
never do a bit of work as long as to
lived."

"So I did; dat's do reason I'm on do
force." Clticayo Ledger.

a cold deal.

rsr
"Say, Jimmy, what do yo t'ink of a

man mean enuf for that? He might
a let us come in and asked, anyhow.

true man of honor feels humbled
himself a hen, owing to circumstance
beond his conttol, ho cannot holf
humbling others.

4 CHRISTMAS RKETCTI.

OW my hat wifth th M- -

er. Mamie. ulinekeU Kit
tykin. in ft irffct whirl
wind oidHijiiit.

It wiiit upin ii nont mall
room at t lie top Htory of n
tenement Iiouhu iu u back
street, wlieie ft pretty
younjr. linly wn oocupicu
In the toilet of u beautiful
child of tevcn or there-
about. A pin of content
niMueil nfter tii hut wan

nettled on the gohicn curl, ttie feather that
titcr Mamie curled no many inn peeping
over the wi1 brim to look nt tho nveet little
lace beneath. Kittykinw settlM her titf
white gown, trying to look back nt iter bumIi,
ami strutted up and down well pleased with
Leixt'ir.

" Vou vain little tiling," said Mamie, ltnt
not croHnly, for there was no one kIio loved
like littltt sister, who had been her charge
live years, sine both parents were drowned
in ft sailboat, leaving the brave eldest girl
only n small portion of this world's goods,
but a good education and much nrtiHtic. abil-
ity. iShe worked brnvejy teaching school;
then, as she learned more of painting, won
success, nnd now maintained Kitt.vkins and
herself comfortably on the earnings of her
brush.

'I never would trust you, Kitty, if I were
not so busy. These orders, must be tilled,
nnd I can't spare time to get the puints.
You know Mr Make's store, where the pretty
pictures are. I will put you on the car down
at the door, nnd the driver will let you oil",

nnd tell Mr. Wake's clerk to look nlteryou at
the store. Here's my letter to give him."

"An' my par'sol?"
"You'll be sure to lose it, and it's so

pretty."
"I can't go 'thout my par'sol. "said Kitty-kin- s,

an ominous quiveron her lips. 44 lcan't
go, nnd 1 won't."

44 Kitty France I" Only a reltcllious look in
the brown eyes. 44 If you lose it you will
never get unother."

44 Me lone my par'sol?" cried Kittvkins. a
wholo volume of iepronch in the words. ' Me

lose my par'sol. Mamie France, you must
be plumb loony."

"If you talk like the boys in the street you
han't go to the Park Sunday, miss."

4 You worked last Sunday, nnd that ain't
Christian." said Kittykin9, darkly.

Mamie laughed.
"I have to pay for your finery, Miss Van-

ity."
She kinsed the rosy face fondly, anil down-ttair- s

they went, nnd when the car stopped
nt the door the driver willingly promit-e- d to
let Kitty ofTat the riht place. Of course he
would oblige such ft very sweet sister as Kit-tyki-

had.
Kittykitis waved her parasol in good by,

nd nettled heiM'lf on tlw seat. Not for the
sorld would sho hnvestood onitto look out,
tu rude children did. She sat very still, hold-foldin- g

the letter in one hand, iter parusol
laid ncross her lap.

"Of course." 1ip said to herself, "I can't
open my parasol in the car like it was an
open one. Those on our ftreet nre only bob-
tail. Folks would laugh; butt her is a place
on the Hidewnlk in front of Ihe store."

She confided her nickel to the man next to
her, watched if he put it iu the box, and theu,

i
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this duty ti.: ner mind, turned her attention
ncross tlie aisle, where a fat woman sat with
a raws containing a parrot in ht-- r lap.

" I low l.v lo! howdy dol" yelled the bird,
clinging to his pen-- wit h one claw and roll-
ing his beady ycs at his admirer.

"Iisn't hi lovely," cried Kittykitis.
An impatient exclamation caused her to

look at her neighbor. She Haw he was, as
she niterward described often and tearfully.
4'u great, big brown man, with a, beard atid
spectacles, and ever so cross."

The pan ot shrieked gavlc, the fat woman
t ton met on the child, and Kitt.vkins clapped
ier hands with delight; but suddenly her joy

ended in a shtiek o; despair.
44 What's the matter?" asked tho driver

rattling back the door. Everybody in the
car was talking at once.

44 He stole my par'sol," cried Kittykitis,
ranking a helpless effort to get off tliecar,
4ut checked by a solemn man near the door.
4Hiin, him, him," continued Kittykins, in

shrill anger.
4 That man with the beard took the child's

parasol when he left the car,'" said the fat
woman. 4,l seen it in his hand when he turn-
ed the corner."

'4,1 see he'd something blue in his hand,"
volunteered the solemn mnn.

"It was blue," sobbed Kittykins, con-
fiding that Mamie said she'd lose it. that it
cost three dollars, was trimmed with lace,
wasn't mussed ft mite, and she would never

t unother."
"It's a shame," muttered the driver. 44 I'll

keep an eve out for him," he finished, rattling
the doo- - hack.

They wre nil poor, hard-workin- g folks in
the car, a id they sympathized with the child;
even the parrot drooped in his cage.

44 Mebbe Sany Claus will get you another
one," said the fat woman when she helped
the child oT the car, for they kit at tho same
corner.

"I'm '.'raid he ain't able," said Kittykins.
sadly. "Mamie said it was hard times last
Christ nin, an' I otdy got handkerchufs and
randy. I'm sorry your bird made me forget,
but it wnsti't his fault at all; he couldn't help
being cunning. (Jood-by.- "

A stretch tf shining pavements brought
tears to the big brown eyes. Here was the
place she would have enrried the blue para-so- j,

nnd how other little girls would have
feasted their eyes upon it, and Mr. lake's
clerks, who thought her a child, and treated
Iier so, would have resected her when she
came alone with such a grown-u- air and
sunshade.

A littU giri went by nthnt moment, hold-
ing n gay red sunshade over her head with a
proud nnd haughty air.

"She thinks 1 didn't haveone.' said Kitty-
kins, n sob welling up in her throat. ,4And
mine was blue, an ever so much prettier."

The e'erk, when he tied her bundle, noticed
hfr tears, and asked her what was the mat-
ter, but the trouble was too recent to be

She only mumbled, 4'IiOtsomefln','
nnd he, being ii kindly young man. put h
picture card iu her hand when he lielred her
on the cir.

Wearily the little feet climbed Hie long
flights or stairs, and ft forlorn, dejected child
oened the door a draggled, tear-we- t Kit-
tykins.

"Here's your points, Mamie," brokenly;
nnd the hat with "fedrrs" was flu nig on the
led, nnd the picture card, much crumpled
from the hot little hand, niter it. 44 I've bin
an' lost tuy par'sol, an I'll just shut myself
up for punishment in the closet."

"Youde.-j- little heart, you shall hare an-
other," cried Mamie, opening the door after

few moments.
She knelt do, n and took her little sister in

FACTS CONCKItNINCl A VICKY I'ECUL-IA-
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The Intiabltunto ofth Navigator Island
Jn I'euca hikI Wttr The .Men Are Ml
Tattoortl -- Males .Mature at l'lfteoii nm!
(ilrU at Mleven Teara of A;e.

HE Samoa or Navi- -

fgatora Islands are
itunted homo four

thousand miles in a
houthtvestcrlv direc-
tion from San Fran-
cisco. Tho vcL'ular
iwtit1il Llntitiini'd

that ldv between
San 1 raucisco and

Australia pass tho Isluids hut do not
stop. They "slow up" enough for tho
transfer of muil for olliciul-- or mission-
aries to a Hintll loat ami continuo on
their course. There is practically no
trade with tho islands, and merchant-
men rarely visit them.

Tho missionaries in tho Samoan Isl-
ands are not permitted to teach tho
natives tho English language. Thero
are schools in which tho people aro
taught, hut they aio conducted in tho
Samoan tongue, a limpid language
which has been called "Tho Italian of
the Pacific."

When the Samoans aro not dancing
they aro swimming, and when not in
tho water thev aro dancing. Tho
wonder is how
they lind time for
work. All of their
dances are ac-

companied by
songs, and every
c e n s p i c u o u s
event is com-
memorated
a Kong and

with
a Illd a nee. Their

singing is entire-
ly ifdifferent from
the discordant
yells of most nsavage 9. The
basso, baritone, !Lj I

aim air are car-
ried with pre-c- i

ion, and tho A SAMOAN GIIIL.

iimo is perfect. Some of their dances
are a revelation. The "fu-su,- " or light-
ing dance, is illustrative of their iistic
skill. The Samoans are accomplished
boxers, and in this dance assume al-

most the same attitudes seen in tho
piizo ring. Ages ago they discovered
the "knock-out- " blow, which they de-

liver with precision and jiower. The
"tollola," or presentation dance, used
when the village takes offerings to the
chief, is rich in melodious singing, and
the satke,w or stick dance, is a marvel
of precision. In this dance, whether
there bo a dozen natives or oOO, every
alternate one has either two e.hort
sticks or one long one. Time is kept
by beating tho long sticks with the
short one. In the"siva," or war dance,
thev sit in a row like a lot of tailors

fh

KINO MALIETOA.

and go through a series of extraordi-
nary calisthenics.

Some of tho Samoans have fiery-re- d

hair. Their hair is naturally long and
wavv, but devoid of kinks. Uy bleach-
ing it with lime, they obtain the biil!-ian- t

red they all admire. They aro all
"double-jointed,- " and they are ablo to,
and naturally do, move their arms,
lingers, and limbs into positions no
whito can imitate. In color the Samo-
ans aro a fair duplicate of the mulatto,
but there is a sub-tin- t to their skin
which frees it of any "muddy" effect."

The men aro all tattooed from tho
waist to the knees. This tattoo con-
sists of a solid background of blue,
enlivened w ith a smaller design in terra
cotta. In that sunny land tho bovs
maturo at 15, but they are not men
until they aro tattooed. Tho operation
requires weeks for its completion, and
is the ono great expense in their lives.
The girls are married at from 11 to 15,
an unmarried ono of 10 being consid-
ered an old maid.

All values aro
computed by mats.
The valuo of a mat
is determined not
by its size or beau-
ty but by its age,
an old ragged af-
fair, full of holes,
..ffrhri l.snf nl... L

SJ, 1 The religion of
tho Samoans is lit-
tlo more than a
mythology. At
birth every child is
given a god. When
one sleeps tho god
is away; when ono
awakens the god
has returned to
him. Hospitality is
part of their relig-
ion. Everv villago
has its "Fiile-tale,- "

or guest-hous- set
"trt for visitors.

lii iinoi'lo with

tfongs and dances,
bring their offerings, ami while he is
with them all they have i at the coni-xuan- d

of the straoger within their gates.

SAINT NICHOLAS.
Raint Nicholas was the most iopularof the

saints in tho Middle Ages. No other whose
name is in the calender was applied to by
more eople, or by those who were more un-
like in character and circumstances. He w a9
made the patron of the common people, of
Inlsirers, or prisoners, of slaves, of travelers,
frnilors, butchers, robbers, clerks, scholars,
nnd iu a very special manner of good girls
and of lsys. lie hns Ikm'II made the patron
ssintnf Russia much, in the same way that
Bt. George is the patron of Knglaud.

Of the life of this saint nothing is known
with certainty. The most trustworthy ao-rou-

says that he was a native of Patara in
Lye ia. As to the time of his birth it is 1cm
coulldeut. The supjssed date is in the third
century of our era, and his life jossibly ex-
tended into the fourth century. He is men-
tioned most frequently a having lived under
the reign of Constant ine the Oreat.

Nicholas was Pishop of Myria in Lycia.
Alsnit six hundred years after his death his
body was removed from thnt place to FarL
on the Southeastern const of Italy. He had
already become famous at the time of this
removal, and his reputation for performing
miracles continued to grow rapidly.

As a specimen of w hut was reported to his
credit, Sir Richard Torkington, who made a
pilgrimage to the Holy Kind in 1517, tells
the following: "Wo passed the Isle of Seynt
Nicholas, w her le tooles made of Iron that
never lose ther odgge by myracle of Soynt
Nicholas; as they say I saw" it nott."

The day w hich, in tho calendar, i dedi-
cated to Saint Nicholas is the Gthof Decem-
ber. It is surprising to find tho observance
of that dav ost turned to the Christmas holi-
days. When the change tock place,, nnd
bow it was brought about, would not be easy
to discover at this day. That this obser-
vance anil our present usage of making pres-
ents at Christinas are one and the same prno
tico will Ik? sen from the following account
of tho custom given by na early English
writer:

"From a very early day it has been cus-
tomary, on the eve of St. Nicholas's Day,
for children to put their stockings; shoes, or
RlipiK.rs in tho bedrooms of those from whom
they expect or desiro favors, when, pure
enough, next morning their littlo fet't-piee-

are replete with swuotmeats, toys, or coins."
The manner of observing St. Nicholas's

Eve is described by a jniet of two or three
hundred years ngo at considerable length.
Room can bo found here for only a few lint-- j;

"Cbllil reu ou tho eve do cause to fast;
And wben they everv ouo at nigrum neusoless sleep

are cast,
Both npploB, nuts and pears they bring, and other

thliip'i beside,
As Cutis, and shoes, and iettlcoat. which si'cretly

they bide,
And In the morning found, tbey say, that tblsSt.

Nicholas brought."
This shcw'3 that at thnt time in England

were made on the evo of the Cth offro.sent-.- instcud of ut Christmas, as now.
In the Creek Church and in the north of
Kuro however, schoolboys still invoke the
lilernlity of St. Nicholas, or Santa Claus, as
be is now commonly called, on that night.

How St. Nicholas could patron to
characters so unliko ns robUrs nnd good
loys is a matter now difficult to undcrtand.
There is a ballad relating to his patrona.o of
loys which is one of the most popular ever
written, Its ttory is as painful ns that of
the "Ratios in the Wood." Strange it is
that themes most harrowing are most jspu-la- r.

As to this saint's patronage of robbers, we
only know that sucli was the, relation. High-waynu- vi

were called St. Nicholas's clerks.
Rowley says: "I think yonder come pranc-
ing down the hills, from Kingston a couple
of St. Nicholas's dorks."

THE CHRISTMAS TREE.
No home, especially where there are chil-

dren, is complete during the holidays without
a Christmas tree. The latter are grand, elab-
orate and costly in tho families of the rich;
but even householders of circumscribed
means can put up trees that wiH sparkle nnd
iileasc, for n very trifling outlay of money.
Tinsel is cheap, but it glitters, and children
rarely stop to estimate values.

A pleasing eirect is produced by brushing
the prickly foliuge of the tree here
and there with mucilage nnd then
sprinkling common salt upon it.
Among the cheap, home-mad- e ornaments
to hang tiisin the tree tuny lw enumerate!,
empty egg shells adorned w ith decalcomania
pictures, walnuts wrnped in tin foil or gohi
paper, pine cones varnished, then bronzed
or sprinkles! with salt; cranberries or jsM-on- i

strung on twine, gold pajsr chains, made by
tasting one tiny ring within the other, col-

ored tissue paper, etc The tissue pajsT is
cut into long strijs altout four inches wide,
and closely cut ncrrtss, but not entirely
acretss. It is then slightly dampened and
Iteld over a hot stove, when it curls up and
btoks w ell w hen thrown hero and there across
the tree.

It does not reouire much skill to fashion
balloons, gondolas, bird-cage- s, coaches, etc.,
out of tiifT papr, and afterward cover-
ing it with gilt or silver pajsT. Figures cut
from advertising chromoH or colored fashion- -

Itlates can Ite fastened to the balloons,
and really look very pretty. The

same skill can adorn the base of the tree in
landscape st)fe, with tiny picket fences, rus-
tic bridges, an thl mill, etc., using moss for
meadow, red sand for roadway, white or sil-
ver sand for paths, twigs of cedar for trees, a
piece of looking-glas- s fringed with moss for
a lakelet, etc. Hunches of ivy lierries for the
tree be variously colored by first dipping
them into a hot but weak solution of starch,
and then into blue, ril or yellow powder, or
into jtowdertnl bronze.

Mottetes for tho tnv or around it can Ite
made of white cotton wool. The letters are
cut out of card pajn-r- , to which the wool Is
glued. When dry, pull the wwl, so ns to
give it a putTy or snowy np)Haranco. Trim
the letters carefuKv. afterward and fasten
thorn on a dark Itac (ground. Icttcrs decor-kie- d

with rie? have t he efTect of carved ivory.
Cutout the letters on cartridge pajK-r-

, cover
them with a thick coating if pasje or glue,
and w hile yet w arm, drop tin grains of rice
into it. The rice j;raiiiscnn ako bo made to
resemble coral by dipping t hem into red seal-
ing war dissolved in alcohol. letters coy.
ere I with crumpled tinfoil haven gsxl effect
and resemble frosted silver, or they can lie
made of hollv, and have a rich, cord-lik- e ap-
pearance. The leaves are strung with a
needle upon twine of tho proper Sength. )tass
ing thii 11 cod Is through the center of each
LiaX.

CREATING AN IMPRESSION.
. Jinks "What in the world are you wrap-
ping up those old odd and ends of papers,
chips and other miscellaneous trash for? If
yon want to throw it out- don't waste that
sheet of clean brown pajier on it."

Minks "Hut I don't w ant to throw It outn
Jinks "Then what under the Bun do you

think of doing with it?"
Minks "You know this Is Christmas

time, and yon also know that I have not a
cent to my name."

Jinks "Alns, too well!"
Minks 4V'ery well. Every night for two

weeks I have taken pains to itass my jrroccr's
with my anus full of just such nicely
wrappod packages as this. Ho thinks they
nro Christmas presents and never says a
word about expo ting me to wttlo up. Oh,
CI LtDiaa ii a great invention, I tall you,

duced himself and gave her her bundle, that
he had kept for an excuse to call. She was
coldly polite, but Kittykins would not speak
at nil, regarding him with accusing brown
eyes, and wutching her favorite doll with
keen anxiety. JJut he was not disconcerted.
He found excuses to meet Mamie at Wake's;
U came across them in their walks and join-
ed them,; he kepi Kittykins supplied with
candy, and gradually won her goodwill; h"
bought all of Mamie's work at advanced
juices, and bore her reproaches, when she
found it out, with good humor.

"I am not a pauper, sir," she said indig-
nantly.

" I suppose I can purchase whut i ofTeiod
for sale: an I you must let me give you a few
lessons. ( I his liom Julian HVath. who
nevet would take a pupil). "P.csides. I owe
you a great deal for that picture I sent back,
and the misery I know it caused you."

"Oh, it was you. then, that did it. I
your name, but I would not read all

of the letter. I was so silly to be angry."
said Mamie, blushing furiously. "I know-no-

you were right."
So he came and taught her some secrets of

painting and nrtisticertects, but also anot her
I 'sson much idder than urt the old, old les-
son of loving.

The Sunday school where Kittykins was a,
pattern scholar gave a Christmas tree on the
J4th of Decern I cr, und Kittykins nssured
Mamie she "just knew shewas going to get a
par'sol." and told Mr. Heath the same.be-caus- e

Mam'e said it was !n4 hard time this
ear. Sure enough, when the gilts were dis-

tributed, there wus a long, slim package for
Miss Kitty France, whose brown eyes opened
very wide, and whose brealh came in excited
gasps. And it was a parasol, a lovely white
one, and if that loyal soul J it 1 wish it had
been blue, not a word did she say. Hut, won-
der of wonders! there was another slim bun-
dle, and another parasol, n blue one, import-
ed straight from Paris.

44 How could you," said Mamie, trying to be
creiss,

"It was Santa (la us, not me," Hfath ans-
wered, laughing behind his sjectncles.

There was ulso n small mysterious parcel
tor Mamie.

44 Who in the world ." she muttered;
then she suddenly put the little box in her
pocket with a I'lush.

On the way Inonie, Kittykins, in high, good
humor, took hold of Heath's hand, holding
iu her other the two parasols.

" What did Santy Clans send, 3 0U, Mamie
France?" she asked severely.

44 He didn't send it." smiled Mamie.
"Put yoo couldn't marry Santa, Clans,"

said Heath.
"I guess that would le funny, my Mamie

marrying that old picture-boo- k man, sniffed
Kittykins, "though he's just lovely to chil-
dren. Has he got Miy little Uys and gills
himself?"

"1 nm snrt I don't know," angered Henth,
thought hilly. 44 1 suppose if be hnd, they
would get the pick of the presents."

Put Mamie would not say a word all the
way home.

Kittykins sat up in bed with n serious
face.

4,Mamie France," she snid, severely, nnd
Mamie, blushing and tremulous nbotvt tln
mouth, carae to the bed, avoiding the two
parasols spread out on the coverlid, 44 did
you kis tbut man that took my parasol,
out there in the Imfl?"

"He kissed me," with n little laugh.
44 And you uiu't inhumed of yourself?"
44 I'd better be shut up in the closet, Kitty,

for punishment, lor I'm not."
44 Where's your present? "
A little hand wich a sparkling solitaire

was held out.
" Are you begaged ? " breathlessly.
44 Ye.'
44 And Santy Clans didn't send the ring, but

him. You lovely Mamie, und you won't ! a
old maid like Mis Jones say's, on the first
floor. I'm going to tell her right away, end
I never-ne- ver will soy one word 'bout my
par'sol, for I've got two. and he's going to
be our fum'ly, so I don't want to hurt his
leeling; but wasn't it fanny?"

44 Awlnily funny," cried Mamie, hugging her
little sister so tight, she could hurdly
breathe

"If w'e rstnpe the boy," snid n happy bride-
groom, leaning to kis his blushir g bride ns
they drove through the streets nt dusk the
first day of January, their wedding day, 44 1

slall think w can start ourmnrrieii li: with-
out ft hoodoo, ns his friends say."

44The boy that found my ,"
Kittykins sto.pred. She wns nearlr men-

tioning that subject that &U9 bad forbidden

tne corner, almost running, was a very
pretty young woman in rather a shabby
gown, but the most delightful bonnet on her
brown hair, and tho lightest eyes.

"Kitty France!" she cried, pale with shame
and dismay, "you must be wrong; that is not
the person. This m u gentleman. Let go
lmtnediatsly. '

He stole mr par'sol.' persisted the child;
lie did steal it, Mamie, an' he said bad words
to the parrot under his breafth. 1 do know
him !"

44 Vou would do that, Heath," grinned
Pyne.

Then Mamie, very blushingnnd uncomfort-
able, told about t!i" child's loss.

4,(J t er peiliremum," cried Kitty, refusing
to let go, all the misery of her loss vivid and
terrible from Mamie's explanation.

"tiood gracious!" said Pyne, ,4a crowd is
gathering, What lungs 1 he child has! And
iM'tually a policeman is coming the first 1

ever saw on the avenue. 1 say, littl" girl, let
go. Can't you make lnr mind, miss. We ll
pay lor the parasol.

'Indeed we will not," said Heath. 4,This
is hlaekmnil; I won't he imposed on."

He stooped, and as gently us he could
freed himself from the small hands. Kitty-
kins, overcome and helpless, lay on her back
on the pavement, kicking her heels und
screaming.

"Of all tempers," said Heath, "look at
that child. Young America has gone mad;
children are verj Hups."

"Someone did steal her parasol." said Ma-
mie ready to cry with shame herself, striving
in vain to calm the hysterical child. "She
has leen watching ever since for the man,
and you nre the first oneshe has recognized."

"I am willing to pay for it," smiled Heath,
for Mamie was such a pretty girl.

"Indeed not." answered Mamie, promptly;
"I am miserable enough now about it and
seeing mj' little sister so nnughtv. Pray
don't be rude. Kitty, if you don't get up
and come along, 1 will never likeyoii again."

"Will. 1 deolar', said a loud and cheerful
voice, nnd a stout lady, with a shining red
lace, a purple bonnet and green shawl, wad-
dled toward the group, "it's the little giri
that liked my parrot an' lost her parasol,
and there's the man the verpone Filswear,
as I hopes to meet my nngi 1 husband in he-
avenas took it I wus in that car, young
lady, taking you to be her sister Mamie she
told on. but you is darker complected. I see
him take it with my own eyes, and it is the
woriderfulest time 1 come along now jest in
the nu k ol time."

"When was it, marm ?" asked the police-
man, throwing out his breast nnd looking
magisterial.

4i coldn't tell you the day, sir, to save my
life; it was the last of August or the fust of
September. I k no w it w as mi Jdlin' cold an'
middlin' hot, an' it was the street line."

4 The Meventeeth of September," wuiled
Kittykins, sitting up, conscious of general
sympathy,

"The last of August I went on that line,"
mi Heath, flushing painfully. 4I wont
down to the docks to see a friend ofT on the
steamer and somehow- - I do rememlxT n
noisy parrot, nnd 1 was a good deal worried
nbotit my friend's condition He was sick
and going abroad.

Heath had n dazed, helpless look.
44 Yon are awtnlly nbsnt-mind'd,- " Inter-

posed Pyne. "Maybe you took the parasol
without knowing what you had in your
hand. The last time you were nt my house
you tore n lace tidy to piece while you were
condemning modern French pictures, nnd the
other day, discussing perspective, you carried
of! ths paper-cutte- r, n Florentine gem of
carving, and dropped it by the gate. To tell

the truth, owing to your habits, our
iric-n-br- i genernlly removed out of reach

when you nre exis ted."
44 1 nm willing to pay for the nrtide," stnm-mere- d

Heath, leeling quite guilty.
"Thai fair, now. three dollars, the litttle

gnl set!." interrupted the stout ludy, smiling
benignly.

Kitty, see how you have shamed me,"
cried Mamie, with jni vering Hps.

She raised the stubborn child, nnd whilo
she brushed the dust from her cloak, Pyne


